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Eleven Poems 


LOVE SONNET 


With each breeze and rustle of wind 

the path widens, expands to a view 

I thought I held but to which I'd been blind - 

a deeper understanding of my love for you. 

Your every gesture and turn of phrase 

shows yout sensitivity to people's pain and need, 
each moment you live finds its own ways 

to stay close with others from whom others recede. 
Foregoing what it is your heart desires 

thoughts turn to action, help and resource - 
When another asks, your kindness inspires 

a gentleness received with magical force 
nurtured by a love all distractions refine 


and blossoms multi-coloured on your life’s strong vine. 


PATIENCE 


Your hand plays patience in my hair 
offering a truth with every upturned brush 
each stretch of fingers reaching further 


along the line of imaginable possibilities. 


Curious to learn with every spinal shiver 
if the game's aim is to rest unresolved, 
to shuffle our awakened bodies to completion 


I shake the pack to see how it falls. 


LATE NIGHT CHECK-IN STAFF 


They seem simply to process you 

and rarely address you 

as you stand waiting for the stamp 

on your passport with no more hoops to jump. 


It is easy to think you are insignificant, 

to lose confidence in humanity 

imagining the space you fill is vacant, 

though still a target for profanity 

from overtited workers who all the while 

are wishing to be anywhere but servicing 

this incessant line of people, all waiting for a smile. 


Then, suddenly, an official appears rehearsing 
a broad grin, and from the depths of despair 
the queue gives a quiet, thankful cheer. 


FELLOW TRAVELLERS 


We sit, each with our water flask - 

I see you in your gown and mask 

And see me too, set to the task 

Of twenty days intrusive treatment 

Prepped by bladder and bowel containment. 


We nod acknowledgement 

Of one anothet’s presence 

But of the other’s sorry circumstance 

We choose not to gossip or enquire - 

Of how we came to host the fire 

Within us, foundation for our funeral pyre 

Until we learnt one summet’s day 

There really was just one sure way 

To quench the blaze: hormone and radiotherapy. 


We did not ask how (and none too soon) 

We were told one morning last early June 

We each had aggressive cancer in full bloom 

All over the prostate, seeking to seed 

Further afield, nor did we speak of how we’d need 
The MRI and bone scans to assess the bleed 

Of cells that could threaten a wider landscape 
From which there’d be no escape 

No cute, no hope. 

No, we fellow travelers choose 

Not to explore further what else we might lose 
Just nod hello each visit, and stare down at our shoes. 


GLIDER 


I am as 
a glider 
in silence 


in balance with all 


books 
engineer me here 
wings 
tow me higher and higher 
until 
released 


I become flyer and flown 


hidden here 
evetywhere I 


glide amidst 


myself 
dance 
with 
dragonflies 
from sun to nightrise 
sleep at 
base when 
tired WAKE 
ecstatic I am 
still fired 
with a will a way 
to be, 
ready for the new day's 


runway 


LIKE CLOUDS DO THE RAIN 
(a ballad) 


I saw you but you didn’t see me 

At the bridge on the Ringwood Road 
Crushed insect squashed against railings 
Between two yellow-vested police. 


Caught a glimpse of your Tuesday misery 
Of someone bent from a heavy load 
Perhaps reflecting on some of her failings 
To the point where there’s just one release. 


I sensed the police talked you down 
Your heart now dried of tears 

And you sat, sad, hunched and broken 
Your body limp, riddled with fears. 


Driving through I thought I might 
Stop, park up in a layby nearby, 
Enter your life as a white knight 
Mop up the stale tears you had cried 


But I drove on past, fickle and hell-bent 
Realized my natcissist’s response 
Understood my need was dominant 
Over your reed-like circumstance 


Bending in the gale of your emotions 
Close to breaking but still hanging on, 

I believed you’d survive and grow stronger 
Your roots in your rivet now deeper. 


I wanted to tell you you’d helped me 
That your crisis had been my crisis too 
But then everyday things allowed me 
To allow you to drop out of view 


Pll catch you again somewhere one day 
And will be of more use to you then 

As the lesson you taught me last Tuesday 
Spreads its teaching, like clouds do the rain. 


PARENTAL INJUNCTIONS 


I need to break free, they’ve told me all my life, 
the poet, the counsellor, the friend, the wife, 
break free from those injunctions close to the tree 
where your parents embalmed you, 

far from those influences that becalmed you, 
frozen stone masquerading as wet, clinging clay 
put there to form you, to have you obey. 


Mercury told us clearly, oh 
he screamed it from the radio! 
“Break tree, I want to break free.” 


Why has it taken so long 

to be alive? 

The first time I heard that song 
was in 1985. 


Seamus Heaney 


He was reading, later, at the Hardy Festival 
I'd got tickets, not having heard him before 
And yet he was here now in my bookstore 
Asking me something about an edition with all 
Hardy’s love poems; published in 1949. 


Well, could he believe it! I had it! I meant it! 

And what’s more in a dust jacket, a fine 

Copy. He said: “Many years ago I'd lent it 

To someone who never returned it — 

They may as well have burned it” 

He added, underlining its loss to him. 

Then, clutching it with both hands on a whim 

He feigned to crash the book down on my head 

He was so pleased to have found it, virginal, unread. 


SOMETIMES 


They call me Mr. Grief sometimes 

the bloke who writes (and sometimes rhymes) 
about loss and absence and things like that 
things that leave you reeling and flat. 


When broken in two though 
it can help if you show 

a route to a time when 

a broken heart can mend 


To be sad is not all bad 


Sometimes a poem from a broken pen 
can heal a little, as does a letter from a friend. 


TWO YEARS ON 


Your smile is breaking through at last 
And mote, your laugh with head thrown back 
Eyes glinting in pleasure and companionship. 


At last, the shadows pass across the memoty. 
I see your flaws but love you more for them 
Accept our journey was a rocky road at times 
Hurtful and uneven, 

Sometimes close, sometimes distant. 


I remember when 

I asked you, age just seven, 

Who the hell you thought you were! 

And you replied by mumbling, trembling your name. 


The shame I felt, the shame I feel. 


But still, I allow the two-year veil to fall 

And settle around our shoulders - 

To see us as we wete and are 

Broken by your death and things unsaid 
Believing nonetheless your loving smile 

So rich in fun and unforgotten, 

Lives on, infusing all who knew you 

With the mystery of how it came to pass 

We had to face your loss so suddenly, so young. 


WAR 


There is the third degree 
The guns, the bombs, the filigree 


Of decimated masonry. 


And why sutpass the misery 
Of those who trudge and flee 


Theit homes in such futility? 


The clothes they wear are all they own 


The feelings of fear not theirs alone. 


The perpetrators of the fight, 

Scared leaders trespassing the right 

Of day to follow night 

Are challenged and held to account by all - 
Resistance comes in answer to the call 


When truth stumbles and threatens to fall. 


Beyond the dawn behind the clouds 

Where these torn travellers in their wretched shrouds 
Amass on bordets in crying crowds 

There comes a flame of fortitude 

Which no false army can deride 

And from which no bullies can decide 


The fate of those displaced by war. 


Now murderous ignorance is no more 
Victorious wisdom claims Natural Law 
Amidst the silence of velvet knowledge 


Where live, new-born, seeds of love and courage. 
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